The Rose

Centainos disent gue Lamoun est une niviere,
gui noie le tendne nosean

Centains disent gue {amoun est un nacoin,
gui bacisse ton Ame en sang

Certaine disent gue Lamour est ane faim.
an eteruel besoin doulourenr

et tol, tu en e Cunigue graine

Clest le caenr gui craint de e fendne.
gul a apprend jamais a dansen

Cest le neve effnaye du neuedd.

Clest celui gui ne se laisse pas prendne,
Et Lame qui craint de mourin,

qul w apprend jamais a uivne

Lorogue la wuit a e trop solitaine.

et gue la noute a ere trop longue

Et gue tu penses gue Camourn et uniguement

pour les favonioés et les forte

Sowviens-toc gu 'en hiver,
profondement enfouie sous la neige

Dont la grnaine gui. avee amoun du solell,
aw printemps devient ... la nose.

THE R5E

The Rose

Some say love it is a river
that drowns the tender reed

Some say love it is a razor
that leaves your soul to bleed

Some say love it is a hunger
an endless aching need

| say love it is a flower
and you it's only seed

It's the heart afraid of breaking
that never learns to dance

It's the dream afraid of waking
that never takes the chance

It's the one who won't be taken
who cannot seem to give

And the soul afraid of dying
that never learns to live

When the night has been too lonely
And the road has been to long

And you think that love is only
for the lucky and the strong

Just remember in the winter
Far beneath the bitter snow

Lie the seed that with the sun’s love
In the spring becomes ... the rose

(Amanda McBroom)



